Sweetness 


Author: cometmelody 


Bands: Yes 


Characters: Bill Bruford, Chris Squire, Jon Anderson, Rick Wakeman, Steve Howe 


Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 
Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Feb 12 2012 08:42:19 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


Sweetness 


Author's Notes: 
Just a little story for V-Day, enjoy! 


Every year on Valentine's Day, the recording studio was decked out in pink balloons, paper hearts, doilies, and 


streamers hung from the ceiling. 
As soon as Chris lumbered in the studio he tore down the red streamer that hung over the threshold. 


Its that bloody time of year again," he muttered, crushing the frilly paper in one large hand, the other 
innocently reaching for a Hershey kiss from a bowl on top of the mixing board. Seeing that he was alone, he 
popped the chocolate in his mouth and plunkered himself on an armchair. 

"But | love the chocolate.." he murmured to himself. 

Suddenly, Jon popped out from behind Rick's Mellotron 

"Happy Valentine's Day, Chris!" He chirped. 

‘Christ, Jon!" Chris yelped, thrusting a hand to his chest, "I thought | was alone here!" 


Jon smirked and approached him. 


"| wanted to make sure we were alone. You see, I've been thinking of what to do Today, us Two...” 

"Right, because its Valentine's." Chris rolled his eyes. 

"The first in our relationship." Jon dreamily sighed. 

"| fucking hate this holiday." He retorted, picking apart the foil wrapper absentmindedly. Wide-eyed, Jon implored 
on, 


"But it's the most romantic day of the year! The only day entirely devoted to love!" 


He began pacing around the studio, becoming distressed that his lover refused to participate in this celebration 
of love. 
Just as Jon was about to speak, in trudged Steve, Rick, and Bill. Since it was Rick's first Valentine's as a 


member of Yes, he was surprised upon entering the studio. 


"How ridiculous!" Rick exclaimed upon seeing cut out red paper hearts strewn on the floor. 

"Aha, but there's free chocolate." He reached for a handful of Kisses. Meanwhile, Steve was talking Bill's ear off 
with his anxieties. 

"The flower shop was stuffed to the gills! There's no way I'll be bale to get a bouquet for Jan. And there's no 
room in our favorite restaurant, it's all booked-" 

"Look, Steve," Bill cut in, "Just serenade her with your guitar! Play Beatles songs or something, girls love that 
kind of stuff." 

Steve blinked. 

"I know how to play ‘Something! 

As he walked over to pick up his acoustic guitar, he greeted Jon 

"What's the plan today?" 

Clearly, Jon was upset. 

"Nothing. You can all go home. Enjoy your Valentine's Day." He said bitterly. Bill and Rick looked at each other, 
then dashed out, their pockets bulging with chocolates. 

"But Jon. this isn't like you at alll Usually you're all.." Steve fluttered about his hands, "basking in the joyful, 
romantic atmosphere of the holiday!" He looked at Jon with concern. 

"Don't worry," Jon patted Steve on the shoulder, "I think I'm coming down with something, and it's affecting my 
voice. You go now, and enjoy yourself" Jon smiled weakly. 

"Alright then" Steve sighed. "But call me if anything happens." 

He walked out, nodded to CHris, and mumbled something about a flower shop on Carnaby street. 


‘Oh, you're going to come down with something, you are." Chris chuckled. 

"But it has to be romantic!” Jon looked at him indignantly. Still in the arm chair, Chris leaned back in defiance. 
"Well, what do you propose then? Do you have a better idea than | do?" 

Jon's eyes lit up. 

"Yes, | do! Let's go to this really groovy restaurant that's really popular with couples, they are doing a special 
tonight-" 

"You IDIOT!" Chris leapt out of his chair, towering over the diminutive Jon. 

"People'll talk. What if someone we knew saw us? How many gay couples do you think there are in London?" His 


voice was streaked with pain. 


Jon cowered, biting his lip. For what seemed like a very long time, the two were silent, neither having the heart 
to look at each other. 

"Look, Jon," Chris muttered at last, "| love you, so much that you don't need to do anything romantic for me. 
Valentine's is a pointless holiday. | love you every damn day." 

As he said this, he looked down into Jon's eyes. 

‘Oh Chris." Jon's voice quivered with emotion Gently, he laid his forehead on Chris' chest. 

"I just wanted to make this day special, out of the ordinary." He sighed. 

Tenderly, Chris ran his fingers through Jon's hair and smoothed out his curls. His mind raced for some way to 


cheer up his lover. 


Then he remembered a surprise he had been keeping in the canteen for a moment like this. 

"One minute, Jon" Chris dashed out. Jon looked on with a puzzled expression Moments later, breathing heavily, 
Chris returned with hands behind his back. 

"They say chocolate is an aphrodisiac.’ Chris shyly drew out a bar of fine dark chocolate. Jon breathed in 
delight. 

Before he could reply, Chris quickly added, 

"Have you ever made love in a studio?" 

A blush spread over Jon's face. 

"N-no..do you meon." 

"You wanted something special, didn't you? ‘Sides, it's soundproof here. What do you say?" Chris smiled a 
toothy grin. 

‘I'd be delighted to." Jon smiled gently, reaching out to embrace Chris. 


As the night fell over London, Steve was playing Beatles songs for his wife, with a vase full of flowers on their 
night table, Rick and Bill enjoyed a booze-filled night on the town, and Jon lay on top of Chris, their clothes 
strewn all over the instruments of the studio. Jon slid the last piece of chocolate into Chris’ mouth and sealed 


it with a kiss. 


